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thought the flood was less deep straight ahead, and so
taxied till he came to the track. There it got deeper,
so he turned to the right, and as he went, he, not daring
to taxi slow lest the wheels should sink in, shot through
the flood and threw up clouds of spray like a seaplane.
Just as he came to the edge, there was a crack, and up
he went on his nose. His front skid dug hard in, but
saved him; and after a second or two his tail fell back.
There he waited with engines running till we splashed
through the flood to pull on his wing tips. After a
bit we got him on to dry land, and he taxied up by
Mealing.

Even the high ground was covered by myriads of
rivulets of running water. I remember noticing many
of the scarlet-striped caterpillars drowned and dead.
The clouds were blowing over from the east, and the
rain continued, sometimes coming down heavier, some-
times abating a little, but never stopping. My leather
flying coat and the knees of my breeches were soaked,
and the water had come through my flying boots and
was squelching round my feet.

We then hastened as best we could back to Glover's
Vimy, which was in a sorry plight. The flood had
deepened, and the ooze thickened, and the Vimy was
bogged up to one axle. Glover was standing up in the
seat pulling Mail out and getting it put in the back, so
as to stop the Vimy tipping up on its nose so easily.
One solitary Bedouin had wandered up, with a hammer
in his hand, and was sitting quite contentedly on a
little island in the flood, with his coarse brown abba
pulled right up over his head. We got ropes on to
the outer wing struts and worked like madmen. It
was now near noon and no one had thought of food or